GOOD   LUCK   UP   NORTH
" We'll be lapped if we don't move on !" I re-
marked. But no one moved on. Suddenly it dawned
on me that they hadn't got the pace, and the fellow
out for the lap prize had only to ride about half the
distance fast in order to be sure of a pot. That was
a new handicap on me. It would have been all
right, of course, if we had him in our group setting
the pace for us, but we had not, and we, if anything,
as a crowd were losing pace. I had so much in hand
that I grew anxious, because I knew that you cannot
win a race hands down without taking something
out of yourself.
Suddenly, as I was determined to get out and leave
them all behind until I caught the leaders whom,
over my right shoulder, I could see circling, a strange
thing happened. Two fellows gave up. That seemed
to have the opposite effect on the rest, for they all
made off panic-stricken like one man, shouting
encouragement to each other. What was the idea ?
Perhaps they were nursing one of those crocks to
win, and now he had cracked up and it was anybody's
race; perhaps they thought that now was the time to
drop me, for we were going so easily that anyone could
have speeded matters up. Whatever was the reason,
I found myself going as hard as I liked behind a
bunch of about twenty that went as if they all were
out for the lap prize. It may have been that that
moved them when they saw no other chance of
winning a pot Some of them were sighing, and
some of them looked as if they were dead. Any-
way, I lay as far behind as was advisable, for
this was the kind of rush that leads to a crash
when some fellow collapses in the middle of a
group and brings the whole show down and over
him.
I was watching the kerb of cement with half an eye,
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